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death. She fed them and took them to bed with her. She '*
had a queer feeling as she embraced these children of the/
man she loved, the little bodies huddling quietly one on
each side of her. Softly she began to tell them fairy-tales
remembered from her own childhood, in order to distract
them a little, to take their thoughts off their dead grand-^
mother. Quietly, in a singsong voice she told them the story
of the poor orphan Vaniushka :
" Swan-geese,
Cany me
On your wings so white,
Cany me far
To my native
To my own dear land. ..."
Before she had finished the story she heard the children
breathing regularly and evenly. Mishatka was lying on
outside, his face pressed hard against her shoulder. With a
movement of this shoulder Aksinia made his backflung little
head more comfortable, and suddenly felt such a pitiless,
rending yearning in her heart that a spasm clutched her
throat. She broke into a violent and bitter weeping,
shuddering with the sobs which racked her. But she could
not even wipe away her tears. Gregorys children were
sleeping in her arms, and she did not want to awaken them.